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writing 


The lights of an early morning are going through the curtains of the tall window located right next to the bed, 


illuminating the room and almost caressing the bodies of the couple that lies there. 


Robert is lying on his back, and his head was comfortably resting over a pillow but now he has propped 
himself up on his elbows to contemplate the beauty that is.. practically sitting on him. He doesn't mind though, 
because Jimmy is sitting strategically over that certain spot in a way that he is not hurting him, just letting 
him feel he is there. 


The light is tracing his delicate features, the half that curtain of dark wavy hair is not hiding. But that highly 
attractive man is not looking at him, he is looking down at his acoustic guitar that he is playing, and Robert 


thinks, your music is as beautiful as you. 


Jimmy is sitting there because he knows Robert likes it even if he doesn't say it. And on the other hand 
Jimmy won't say how in fact being like this.. gives a different kind of inspiration to him. At this point brand 
new melodies are being practiced and perfected, and they would really fit for a new album. Jimmy is pleased in 
many ways, and he focuses on staying like this and taking advantage of this situation because who knows, 


maybe Robert would let him ride him later. 


"We don't lie to the guys that much, you know?" Robert says, tilting his head with a playful look, then runs a 


hand up Jimmy's bare leg, "We are writing." 


At this Jimmy just looks at him, his head titted down for watching the strings, and gives him a mischievous 
look, because he does not wish to blush right now. Not right now. 


"We? You haven't contributed with any lyrics yet and in fact you fell asleep for like 5 minutes." 


Robert smiles at him amused and before he notices he has now his attention focused on something else. 
Maybe he had kept his gaze on his guitar for too long. The singer's curls over his strong shoulders, his bare 
chest.. Jimmy remembers how guilty he felt for staring at it those first times but, oh.. it just looks so.. 


"Oh what's that? Jamess.concentrate on the song," a teasing tone in his voice. Ok. He has now blushed. But at 
least Robert was the only one who could get that from him. 


| think | will continue playing later." Jimmy replies, very end-of-conversation, and Robert smirks as he thinks 


he sounded like a sophisticated old lady. 


Jimmy puts his guitar aside on the bed and they stare at each other for a while until they both have small 
smiles on their face. The guitarist lies down sleepily, an arm thrown over his stomach and his nose pressed 
against his cheek In response two strong arms are wrapped affectionately around him, the thumb softly 


caressing his back- 

"Robert would you let me ride you?" 

He mutters suddenly, and this abrupt suggestion makes the other man blink a few times, not sure anymore 
whether he was feeling moved or turned on. He now slides his hands down past his butt to hold him, his 
fingers moving to his inner thighs. Then, he turns his head towards Jimmy to answer, his mouth almost 
touching his. 


"Do you even have to ask?" 


His eyes are still closed but a wide smile has now spread across Jimmy's face. Well, this was going to be a 


great day. 


